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	1. Do you like pie?

She clutched onto her mother's hand as she pulled her across the run down parking lot. She tripped over potholes and the crakes in the pavement as her mother made her way to one of the doors that lined the side of the building. Violet couldn't see anything in front of her thanks to the tears that blurred her vision entirely.

"Careful sweetie." Her mother pulled her closer as if to steer her away from the blemishes in the road. Her mother's voice did nothing to calm her crocodile tears. "We're almost there." Once they made it to the door of her mother's choice she made three sharp raps upon the wood. A man's voice called from the inside, answering the knocking.

"Yeah." The man was pulling down a T-shirt as the door opened. His face showed his shock as he looked at the woman that stood on the other end of the threshold. "Melinda?" He questioned, he didn't even notice the young girl that was next to her.

"Dean." She said softly, moving to enter the room, Violet still attached at the hand. Dean was to confused to do anything but move aside to let her in. "We need to talk." She gestured for Violet to go and take a seat on the only bed in the room next to an open suitcase.

The man looked very different then her mother. Dean had dark blond hair that wasn't dark enough to be considered brown, where as her mother had pitch black hair. Her mother had light brown eyes while he sported dark green eyes that matched Violet's.

"How'd you find me?" He shut the door and had an expression Violet couldn't describe. Her mother's usually tan skin was pale and sickly looking, and she had dark bags underneath her eyes. Violet's tears returned as she realized just how much she resembled death.

"I scryed for you." Her arms were crossed and Violet couldn't tell if she was protecting herself from him or the chill that no one else could feel.

"What the hell is that?" Her mother took a deep breath before responding to him.

"How I found you is not important, what's important is the fact that I'm going to die. And you need to take care of our daughter." Violet flinched at her mother's words but couldn't find a way to block them out.

"We don't have a daughter, we haven't been together since we were 16…after you told me about what you are." Disbelief dripping from his tone. Melinda produced a soft smile.

"I was pregnant when you left, Dean you are her only hope. They killed the rest of my family and I'm close behind. I wouldn't do this if she had any other options. I know you hate what I am but this is how I was born, how she was born. I am not evil and nether is she." She gestured towards Violet. Dean's face went back to shocked.

"Why didn't you tell me when you found out?"

"Well you basically left wanting to kill me for what I am. I had no way of knowing if you would try and kill her! I was trying to protect her."

"How do you know I wont now?" Violet felt fear begin to rise up in her chest, would he?

"I don't." Her voice cracked and she took a deep breath. "But I'm trusting you to take care of her, if they get their hands on her then your side loses. She is the strongest weapon good has, and she's your daughter. If you don't believe me, get a paternity after I'm gone but please Dean." Violet had never seen her mother plead before and she was not enjoying it, Dean didn't seem happy about it either.

"This is not the life for a ten year old little girl, she could get hurt, or worse." He argued.

"Her powers will protect her, She needs her father." She looked towards the ceiling and released a sigh. "It's time for me to go." Melinda moved to her daughter and crouched down to her level. She brushed her dirty blond hair behind her ear and wiped the tears from her cheeks. "Be good for your father. I love you." Melinda closed her eyes and in a swirl of bright blue lights she was gone.

Dean watched the crying child, not sure what just happened or what to do about it. "Um…do you like pie?"

*Please read and Review! Let me know if I should continue or not.*


	2. No more light thingy

The soft rumble of the Impala had lulled Violet to sleep about an hour ago. Dean had gone out and bought her some pie, that seemed to take her mind off of her mother for a little while. He kept glancing at her every few seconds to make sure that she was really there.

She was curled up into a ball, leaning up against the window. Her dark blond hair blocked her face from him but from her breathing he could tell she was sleeping peacefully. Melinda had only left her with a book bag and when he looked inside he wanted to burn all of it.

Inside there was a large book full of spells and such, his anger died down after he realized that everything in the book was for good. It was the largest monster dictionary that he had ever seen. There was an entry for every supernatural being that he had heard of and some he hadn't. There were also other things in the beg that he had no idea what they could be used for, for example, a small box full of white crystals. Though there was one thing that wasn't inside, clothes. He figured he would stop sometime after she woke up.

He had tired calling his father after she had fallen asleep but he never answered. He'd been expecting that considering he hasn't returned a phone call for the last couple weeks. He still wasn't sure what exactly happened to Melinda but he knew she wasn't coming back.

One thing that really scared his was how his father would react when he found out about her powers. No matter how much he told himself witches were evil, he couldn't picture the little girl that sat next to him having so much as a bad bone inside of her.

With another glance at his phone the worry in his chest grew. His father had never been radio silent for this long and Dean couldn't stop himself from thinking of the worst.

"What's wrong?" A soft voice asked causing him to jump a few feet off the seat and swerve the car a little to far to the left.

"Holy shit!" After he situated the car his eyes met the little girl's. "What do you mean, what's wrong? Nothing."

"Then why are you worried?" She seemed legitimately confused by his answer.

"I'm not worried about anything. Go back to sleep."

"Now you're lying, mommy said lying is bad and you shouldn't do it." Dean's face could only be described as surprised. He pulled the car over and really looked at her. Her tone was reprimanding and if her words hadn't caught him off guard he would had laughed.

"Do you know that, or like "know know" that?"

"Know what?" She tilted her head to the side and her green eyes opened wide.

"That I was worried?"

"Mommy said its called empathy." She nodded her head like she was confirming herself. "It's one of my powers."

"So you can like, feel people's emotions?" She nodded. "Well that's great…" He grumbled to himself, turning the car back on continued past the sign that read, 'Welcome to Palo alto'.
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"Where are you going?" Dean glanced back inside the

open window of the Impala. Violet was watching him with an upset expression. "Can I come?" She asked hurriedly slight panic could be heard in her tone.

"I'm just going inside for a few minutes, wait out here." He went to turn around but a cloud of the same bright blue lights appeared in front of him. "Son of A!" He jumped back about three feet once his daughter's figure emerged from within the lights.

"Don't leave me! They'll get me too!" She exclaimed.

"Who's going to get you?" He ran his fingers through his hair in an aggravated manner.

"The demons! The one's that killed everyone." His anger faded as he saw the fear that consumed her. He sighed before crouching down to her height.

"No demons are going to get you." He promised, moving to place a hand on her shoulder. "And that thing you just did, what the hell was that?"

"Can I still go with you? Please!" Dean sighed but caved.

"Okay but you have to do whatever I say. And don't do that light thing again." He stood back up before taking her hand and leading her to the fire escape that leaning against the apartment building.

*Hello people of fanfiction, please leave anything you wish to say in the review section below. I love getting feedback!*


	3. WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?

Violet watched as Dean lifted the window up just enough for him to fit through. Once he was inside he pushed his arms outside to lift her through the hole.

"I can do it." She ignored his arms and pulled herself through with little difficulty. Dean pressed his pointer finger to his lips and made a wait here gesture and she did as told. The kids at school used to make fun of her for always doing what the grown-ups said, but in the end she was never the one to get in trouble and she liked it that way.

The room they came into was the kitchen but Dean left the room quickly leaving her by the open window. It wasn't long before she sensed someone else moving around the apartment and loud thumps could be heard from the other room where Dean had disappeared. She waited until she heard Dean's voice before going to investigate.

"…I was looking for a beer." Dean and another man were standing in the middle of a the dark room. The one man was quite flustered. "I thought I told you to wait by the window." Dean's slightly aggravated voice greeted her. "We had a deal, you get to come, you do what I say." Violet didn't like his tone, it reminded her of the way her mom spoke to her uncles whenever they did something bad.

"I thought a demon got you." His face softened slightly but still looked a little angry with her.

"I told you, you don't have to worry about Demons."

"No, you said that no demons would get me, you didn't say anything about them getting you." The other man didn't seem to know what to do about the situation.

"Sam." Thee lights flicked on and a pretty girl stood in the archway that led into a hallway.

"Jess, hey. Dean, this is my girlfriend Jessica." He introduced with a tight face. Violet wasn't sure about the feelings she was getting from him, they were slightly annoyed and surprised but that was all.

"Your brother Dean?" She asked.

"I love the smurfs." Dean pointed to the two animated blue characters that were on her shirt.

"You like the smurfs too?" Violet's excited voice caused all of the adult's attention to turn to her. The guy she called Sam cracked a smile but Violet felt confusion rolling off of him. Dean cleared his throat but other then that didn't pay her any mind.

"You know, I gotta tell you." Her said moving closer to her. "You are completely outta my brother's liege." She ignored him and tuned to Violet.

"What's your name?" Her voice sounded a lot like her old teacher's voice, soft and soothing.

"Yeah Dean, What's her name." Sam had his arms crossed over his chest and had an eyebrow raised.

"Sam this is Violet." He moved to place a hand on her shoulder. "Violet, this is your Uncle Sammy." The shock coming off Sam hit her full force, it was to the point where she almost had to take a step back. "Anyway." He turned back to Jess. "I need to barrow your boyfriend here to talk about some privet family business, uh nice meeting you." Sam shook off his shock before moving to stand beside Jess.

"No, whatever you need to say you can say in front of her." Violet felt annoyance flare up in her father.

"Okay um, dad hasn't been home in a few days."

"So he's working over time on the graveyard shift, he'll stumble back in sooner or later." Sam brushed it off.

"Dad's on a hunting trip…and he hasn't been home in a few days." Violet couldn't place the emotions she felt fall over the room.

"Jess, excuse us."
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Violet followed after both men with difficulty. They were moving down the steps at a pace she had no hope of keeping up with. They were arguing as they descended, Sam's tone was harsh towards Dean.

"You can't just break in in the middle night and expect me to hit the road with you." She managed to catch up with Sam long enough to grab onto his arm. He looked down at her in surprise but noticed her struggle and slowed down slightly.

"You're not hearing me Sammy, Dad's missing." Dean didn't look back and continued at his same faster pace, becoming farther ahead with each step. "I need you to help me find him." He turned to look up at Sam and saw Violet using his hand as a rope to keep up with his long strides. Once they caught up she switched Sam's hand in for Dean's. He looked down at her not sure what to do about the situation, small children freaked him out.

"So you're just gonna drag her all over the country too? Weapon training? Melting down silver bullets? You gonna raise her the same way we were, like worriers?" Sam's voice was hard and lacked any kind of respect.

"I'm all she has left, and I'll make sure she knows how to protect herself." Dean defended, turning back to head down the steps again with Violet in tow. "You coming or not?" He called over his shoulder.

"I'm not, I swore I was done hunting. For good." His tone held a sense of finality.

"Come on. It wasn't easy but it wasn't that bad." Dean scoffed, and Violet released a sigh as they reached the end of the stairs. She still clutched onto Dean's hand though, she didn't like the feeling she was getting from being out here.

"Really? When I told him I was afraid of the thing in my closet he handed me a .45." Dean rolled his eyes.

"What was he supposed to do?" Violet tilted her head to the side.

"What's a .45?" Both men turned their attention to her, Sam gave Dean an expecting look. She looked between them waiting for an answer.

"It's a gun." Dean finally said before pushing open the metal door that led outside. That's when she saw it, the demon was standing next to the impala. It wasn't the same one that killed her family but it was just as scary with the weird markings all over its face and body. The only thing it wore was a pair of what looked like leather pants and a long dagger inside his brown hand. "Holy shit!" Dean pushed them back inside the door, if she hadn't been holding onto Dean's hand with an iron grip she would have face planted onto the concrete floor.

"What the hell is that?" Sam's panicked voice asked.

Dean shook his head. "I have no freaking clue." Violet was watching the door. She knew it was after her and the book. Her mother had explained everything to her while she was taking her to her father. She told her how demons were after her powers and the powers that came with the book. She said that her powers were for protecting herself and others, to kill demons and keep them from taking away everything good the world had to offer. She looked up at her father before letting go of his hand and moving to back outside.

"It's a Demon." She explained, placing her hand on the door.

"Where the hell do you think you're going?" Dean reached for her arm but she tossed her hands up and both he and Sam froze in place. With one glace at them she turned back to the door and pushed it open. The Demon was much closer now and she had to stop herself from running back inside, her mother said this was her job. In the hand that didn't hold the knife a large fire ball erupted inside its palm. It wasted no time in launching it towards her.

**Hello people of FanFiction. Thank you for reading my story and please take like five seconds to give me some sort of feedback on my work so I know how to make it better. And tell me does Dean's interaction with Violet seem real or forced?**


	4. Where are we going?

She lifted her forearm to block It and felt the power of her shield come forward, the shield caused the flame to dissipate. Her eyes met with the monster's and allowed orbs to wrap around her body and transport her into the car. She didn't have much time before Dean and Sam unfroze and maybe get themselves killed. Once she found her bag, she pulled out the same kind of dagger that the demon outside was holding.

Her mom said that whenever she was tying to kill a demon, she would have to look though the book and ID it and find out how to kill it. She didn't have time to do that, right now she's got to hope that the athame would do the trick. She orbed behind it and ducked as it turned around and swung it's own knife at her. When she turned eight, Uncle Wyatt had started teaching her how to use it that is until her mother found out what he was doing. She was so angry that she refused to leave Violet alone with him, she had yelled and screamed at him that her daughter was going to have a normal life despite magic. Uncle Wyatt had responded with the fact that Demons don't care if she wants a normal life, that she was a part of this family and they would kill her for it. She did her best to remember the things her uncle had taught her.

The demon managed to cut her on the inside of her left arm and it took everything in her to ignore the pain. It conjured another fire ball and instead of shielding herself from it she raised her good hand and sent it right back it him. The Demon erupted into flames before burning out completely.

"Violet!" Dean was running out the door and though the parking lot Sam was close behind him. "What the hell did you do that for?" His voice was loud and angry causing her to take a step back. He was now standing in front of her, crouched down to her level. "You could have gotten yourself killed." It was then he noticed the cut inside her arm.

"He was going to kill you, just like they did to mommy and Uncle Wyatt and Uncle Chris and everyone else!" His face softened at the mention of her family.

"I can take care of myself, you are still a kid." Despite the pain in her arm she could still feel the shock and wonder that was rolling off Sam in waves. Dean was to busy examining her arm to notice his brother. "I don't think it needs any stiches…" He started moving to the Impala and opened the trunk. He lifted the bottom of the floor revealing a bunch of different kinds of weapons and other things Violet couldn't identify. He grabbed a first aid kit from somewhere in the back before shutting the trunk and picking her up and setting her on top of it.

"What just happened?" Sam's voice was just as panicked as it was when he saw the Demon. Dean didn't pay him any mind as he started cleaning the cut.

"Ow!" She cried, trying to remove her arm from his grasp. He apologized but didn't let up at all. It took him a couple minuets to get most of the extra blood off before he began wrapping it with gauze.

"Dean!" Sam grabbed onto his arm after he was done and turned him around. "What just happened, how did she do all of that?" Dean sighed and shot her a look before answering.

"She's a witch. Her family was killed by Demons and her mother brought her to me yesterday." Sam glanced at her.

"A witch? Your daughter's a witch?" His eyes were wide and his shock was just as apparent as it was before. Dean nodded and helped her off the car.

"Yep, magical powers and all. Trust me, I don't like it either but I'm gonna have to deal." His hand rested on her shoulder. "Now what I want to know, is what the hell you did to us in the stairwell."
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Dean had convinced Sam to come with him and Violet. Violet had passed out in the backseat about an hour after they hit the road. Sam had found the same book that Dean had found shortly after she had fallen asleep.

"This thing has more lore then anything Dad had ever brought home." Sam marveled flipping though yellowed pages, he was going though it far more in detail then Dean did. The paper made a small crinkly noises as they turned.

"Yeah, there's some things in there I've never even heard of." Dean shook his head and gave his brother a sideways glance. "We're gonna have to stop and grab her some clothes. All her mother left her with was that witchy crap." Sam gave his brother a look.

"It's not crap Dean, it's her entire heritage. Everything in here if from past generations of her family…I wonder what these crystals are for…?" His voice trailed off as he held up the white crystals that had been placed in their own little box at the bottom of the book bag.

"You find anything in there about her powers?" Dean tried his best to read the ancient writing while staying in the right lane.

"I didn't find a list if that's what you're asking." Sam's attention never moved from the book as he answered. "But it does say that her powers will evolve into other ones… um it said that there were three main powers, premonitions, telekinesis and the powers to stop time." Dean nodded.

"Like she did to us in the stairwell."

"Yep, what about the other ones? Have she done anything else?" Sam asked.

"She read my emotions, she called it empathy. Does it say anything about that?"

"Um…it says that Empathy typically stems from premonitions. So she most likely can see the future."

"What about that light thingy I told you about?" Dean's voice was anxious.

"Well I was reading about something in here called a Whitelighter, they have the power to teleport, except its called orbing. When they do it, it looks like a bunch of bright lights wrapping around their body." Sam explained, moving back to the page he read it on.

"What the hell is a Whitelighte"- He was cut off by a loud yawn that came from the backseat. A head full of blond hair popped up between them.

"Whitelighters are guardian angels for witches and future Whitelighters." She climbed over the seat and sat between them, pulling the book onto her lap. "My Grandpa was a Whitelighter and so was Mommy and Uncle Wyatt and Uncle Chris and our cousins." She closed the book and held it close to her chest.

"I thought your mom was a witch." Dean asked gruffly, not liking the fact that she was climbing all over his car.

"She was both." He grunted, Sam gave him a look before moving his attention back to the little girl.

"So that means you're one too right?" She nodded. "What else can you do?" She looked up at him with the same eyes his brother possessed. Her face reminded him of mix between their mother and father. She had the same soft look that their mother pulled off perfectly but her face was built a little like his dad's.

"Where are we going?"

**I havn't really been getting much of a reaction out of this story and don't really know if I should continue it. I do have another story that I more then likely should be working on and will go back to it and leave this one unless people want me to stay. That and I have a lot of other ideas so leave what you think in the review sction. **


	5. You know she's ten right?

**Thanks to everyone who reviewed for me to continue. I love getting feedback, it tells me when something might not have sounded right or was slightly confusing. **

**Someone did ask who Melinda was and whether or not Chris and Wyatt were her uncles. Melinda is her mother and both men mentioned above are her uncles from her mother's side. Everyone on her mother's side is dead including her. The only reason she was able to bring her to Dean was because she couldn't move on until Violet was as safe from harm as possible. **

**If there is anything else you don't understand please review or PM I will answer any questions that I can without giving something away. Please R&R if I get four reviews I'll upload tomorrow. Thanks for reading and enjoying! Let me know what you think. **

"Wait in the car." Dean didn't even give Violet time to reply before slamming the car door shut. Sam gave her a small smile before following his brother over to the cops that surrounded the car on the bridge. She watched from the window as they approached the uniformed men.

They weren't even gone ten minuets before they came back to the car. Violet could sense the annoyance that her father was feeling when he moved back in beside her, Sam wasn't that much happier.

"Where are we going?" Violet broke the silence inside the car. Dean looked down at her before moving his attention back onto the road.

"We've gotta find the kids girlfriend." She tilted her head to the side.

"Why?" Sam was the one to answer her.

"Because we need to find out if she knows anything. That way we can find the thing that took him and find our dad." She was still confused.

"I can scry for him. That's how mommy found you." Both men seemed confused as she opened the book that was still on her lap. Both brothers glanced at each other before looking back at the girl.

"Close that book! What are you doing?" Dean took on something like a dad voice, despite Sam's curiosity he couldn't help but chuckle. Violet rolled her eyes and continued to flip through the pages.

"Clam down, nothing bad it gonna happen. I know what I'm doing."

Dean mumbles griping the steering wheel, knuckles white. "I used to say all the time till I shot myself in the foot." He took a deep breath before tilting his head it the left in annoyance. Sam gave him a sideways glance but turn his attention back to Violet.

"What's scrying?" He looked over her shoulder at her chosen page.

"Mommy said its like a GPS. You can find anyone if you have something they own or have touched." Dean gave her an incredulous look.

"You mother had something that I owned?" He seem to be taken aback by this realization.

"I guess." Violet shrugged her shoulders indifferently. "She must of." Dean debated asking what she had but thought better of it, unfortunately Sam did not.

"What'd she have." Dean gave Sam a cold glare, the silent message for him to shut him mouth. Sam's smirk said he knew exactly what he was doing, but so did Violet. Because in the end, you can't trick an empath.
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The Impala slowed to a stop at the entrance to the bridge. After they had found the article about the suicide they wasted no time in heading to the scene.

"Wait in the car." Dean's words left his mouth before she even had a chance to scoot over towards the door. She sighed but did as she was told. Dean had discarded the idea of scrying because they didn't have anything of his to use. It was when she saw her Father shove Sam up against one of the support beams that she ignored his orders.

"…don't talk about her like that." Violet could feel a lot of hurt and anger coming from him as she got closer. That anger was soon directed towards her when he noticed her. "I told you to wait in the car." She shrunk back from his gaze but still mover closer.

"You looked upset." He released Sam's shirt allowing him to move away from the metal pole.

"What the hell?" His attention was turned to something behind her. When she looked back she saw the same women that had killed herself step off of the railing. Once her body disappeared from sight the head lights of the Impala turned on as well as the engine. Dean held up the keys showing that no one could be driving it.

"Run!" Violet watched as the car started driving towards them and both Sam and Dean sprinting in the opposite direction. "Violet!" Dean shouted. When the car was less in two feet away from her she let orbs absorb her body. She reappeared when the car was past her standing point.

She was just in time to watch Sam and Dean jump over the railing. When they fell over the car turned itself off and halted, Sam pulled himself back over and Violet hurried to his side. Both of them leaned over the metal railing.

"Dean?" Sam yelled down to the river at the bottom. It wasn't long before they saw a blob of mud crawling its way onto the bank. "You good?" He sent them a thumbs up before flopping plopping onto his back. Violet orbed down to him placing her hand onto his shoulder and orbed back up to Sam.

"Uh!" He rolled away from her and stumbled up to his feet. "What…what did you just do?"

"I orbed you back up here. I wouldn't have wanted to climb back up here if I jumped off a bridge." She brushed the mud on her hands off on her jeans. The look Dean was giving her reminded her of what her uncle looked like when her mother pushed him off the Empire State building causing her to giggle.

"You think this is funny huh?" His ticked off tone only made her laugh more. He shook his head like he was done with her before moving to check on his car. She looked up at an amused Sam who motioned for her to follow after Dean.

"That orbing thing you do, how does it work?" She gave him a confused expression.

"I don't know. I just do it and go where I want to go." She shrugged. "I've been doing it since when I was a baby. Its just like breathing."

"In your book it said that Whitelighters can heal, can you do that too?" Her straight face turned into a frown and she felt the need to cry a little.

"No…if I could do that everyone would still be alive." By now they reached Dean who had the hood up and was bent over inside, he came out when he heard them approaching.

"Well whatever she did I can't find it." He slammed the hood down and turned to look at them. "What's wrong? What'd you do?" He questioned Sam after he saw Violet's expression. Sam's face held a guilty look as he shrugged.

"I just asked about her powers." Dean glanced between them and then focused on her.

"You good?" Nether one of them knew how to deal with an upset little girl. Dean was relieved when she nodded and moved to get in the backseat of the car. "What'd you ask her?"

"In the book it said that Whitelighters can heal people and I asked if she had that power too." He looked at the back door and back to Dean. "I think I reminded her about her not being able to save her family."

"Great, now we've got an upset toddler to deal with." He threw his hands up before opening the driver side door.

"You do know she's ten right?"

**Oh and let me know if you think Dean is reacting in the way real Dean would react to this situation. **


	6. New Family

Dean had once again made her wait in the car when he and Sam went in to get a motel room for the three of them. Her arms were crossed over her chest and the book sat neatly on her lap. Sam's question kept bouncing around in her head as she waited. Can you heal too? No, she couldn't but she wished she could. She would have been able to save all of them from the death they didn't deserve.

One thing she couldn't figure out is why they left her alive. They could have killed her too, they knew she was there, but once everyone else was dead they just left her there. It didn't matter whether or not she lived to them.

Her mother had made a deal with the Angel Of Death that she would go willingly if he let her take Violet to her father. It took some convincing but she finally got him to agree. Her mother had warned her that Dean might not be so accepting of her powers light the rest of the regular mortals in their family was.

Violet wasn't sure if she was right about that though. He so far they didn't seem to upset him, more like they scared him. She didn't want him to be afraid of her, she didn't want anyone but Demons to fear her. Sam wasn't scared, but he asked a lot of questions she didn't want to answer. She wanted to be normal and all of his questions made her feel like an animal on display. Maybe if she was normal Dean would like her.

"Hey." Sam opened the door and moved so she could scoot out. "We got a room." She fallowed him into the room all the way down to the right. The walls were covered in different pictures and information that Violet couldn't quiet see from her spot in the doorway. Dean was looking at a half eaten burger that sat on the nightstand on the other side of the bed from where she stood.

"You wouldn't happen to have the power to be able to tell how long someone's been gone?" Dean shot her a sideways glance, dropping the sandwich back on top of its wrapper.

"Sorry, no." She looked down at the floor and moved to the bed. Carful not to step on the line of salt that was placed around the bed.

"He found the same article we did." Sam piped up from across the room. "He figured it out. It's a women in white." He looked over at Dean who was looking at some pictures of the missing men on the wall.

"You sly dogs." He shook his head before turning around to look at Sam. "So if we're dealing with a woman in white Dad would have found the body and destroyed it."

"She might have another weakness." Sam said more to himself then to either of them.

"Dad wouldn't have taken the chance. Does it say where she's buried?" Dean moved over to read the article from over his shoulder.

"Um nope. But it looks like the husband it still alive." Dean nodded.

"Okay, we'll speak to him later. I'm gonna go and get cleaned up." Dean clapped his hands and moved to go into the bathroom, grabbing his duffle bag on the way before glancing at Violet.

"You need to use the bathroom before I get in." He noticed her still upset expression but decided to wait, he didn't know how to handle an upset little girl. Chick flic moments were not something he enjoyed. Sam would more then likely be better with her then he ever could be. She answered with a simple no and he nodded. "K, I'll be out soon."

It was about ten minuets after he got in the shower that Sam approached her and took a seat next on her left. The bed sunk down under his weight and she fell into him. He chuckled as she straightened herself out.

"Sorry about earlier…" His amusement faded and he cleared his throat awkwardly, scratching the back of his neck. "I should have been a little more…sensitive." She didn't meet his eye.

"It's okay. New people always ask questions, I'm used to it." She lied, sensing his guilt. Her mom never really let her around the new people that were in on the secrets until they got used to the act of magic, at least that's what her grandmother explained to her when she had asked why she had to wait so long to meet uncle Wyatt's girlfriend.

"I'm sorry about what happened to your family. No one deserves to have that happen to them, but I want you to know, even if it might not seem like it, Dean and I are your family now and you can come to us. Dean is just a little on edge about everything that's going on but he does care about you in his own weird way." He assured, Violet could tell he was telling the truth, or at least what he thought was the truth.

"Dean's scared of me." She argued.

"Scared of you?"

"Of my powers. He doesn't like them." She could tell that Sam was slightly shocked by her statement. "I can tell. You can't hide anything from an empath." She repeated the same line that her mother told her time and time again. Sam chewed on the inside of his lip as he thought over his reply.

"Dean and I were raised to believe and never question the fact that anything supernatural is to be considered evil. I've always thought that there has to be some sort of balance that if there is evil magic then there has to be good magic. The fact that Dean has taken the commitment to take care of you is a very big step for him. He'll get used to your magic and maybe even encourage it in a few different situations. Just give him some time to adjust and learn how to handle some things." He patted her shoulder before standing and heading toward the door. "I'm gonna go call Jess, you good in here?" She nodded and moved higher up the bed.

***So Guys, tell me how you think John is going to react about his Granddaughter's Powers? **

**4 reviews and I'll upload again tomorrow!***


End file.
